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ANOTHER GUNPOWDER PLOT. 


“T really can’t help feeling awfully sorry for Poor Papa. Now that there remains very little doubt that my unfortunate and misyuided parent is in his 
dotage, Alexandry and that awful Higgins have meanly seized the occasion to avenge the many little ‘corrections’ they have suffered at his hands. By what foul 
means the two youthful desperadoes managed to capture their miserable victim I do not know, but so firmly convinced was he of the serious nature of the 
proceedings, that when Mamma finally put the conspirators to flight and released him, Poor Pa was little better than a raving maniac.”’—Tootsi£. 


ONE TO THE BOY. A RESPECTABLE GHOST. 


WE will not go as far as to say that there have been many 
ghosts, but there have been no end of ghost stories. 

What the particular use of ghosts may be, except it is to 
make Pope unnecessarily uncomfortable and foretell deaths 
that would have been quite soon enough known in the 
ordinary way, by post, it is hard to say ; but here is a ghost 
story than which none has ever been more talked of or 
more believed in, 

‘wo military officers named Sherbrooke and Wynyard 
were, on the afternoon of October 1th, 1785, in Wynyard’s 
sitting-room in the barracks where they were quartered in 


Canada, The apartment in which they were pursuing their 
studies had two doors—one opening into 2 passage, and the \ 
other leading into Wynyard’s bedroom. There was no other A 


ineans of entering the sitting-room but from the passage, 

and no other egress from the bedroom but through the : 
sitting-room, so that any person passing into the bedroom 
must have remained there, unless he returned by the way 
he had entered. “> 

Sherbrooke, whose eyes happened to glance from the y 

volume before him to the door that opened to the passage, 

observed a tall youth of about twenty years of whore 
appearance was that of extreme emaciation, stinding be 


“"Ere y‘are! hextra speshul! Terrible, ‘orritile, “You young scamp! There's nothing of the sort “Well, an’ ain't a lawyer jawin’ abart the beanty's it, He called his inend 8 attention to the cine Visitor, 
orful, gazhly houtrages at Heaxcter ‘All this day! here. It simply says *The Solicitor-General delivered — truth @ ‘orribly cashly houtrage? Garu! wot's the I have heard,” said Sherbrooke, afterwards, “of a man's 
Speshal 1” being as pale as death, but 1 never saw a living face assume 


au address ou the beauty of truth, this alteruoon.'” oe i 
R 


316 
the appearance of a co except Wynyard’s at tnat moment.” 
ris hey gazed gieatly upon the aideg it proceeded slowly into 


the adjoining apartment, casting a mournful look on Wynyard bra 
it pissed. “My God! my brother!” he murmured, in a half- 
choked voice. ‘They rose and followed the apparition, and looked 
eagerly round, but it had vanished. : d 

They took note of the day and hour in which the event hai 
happened, and the story was no sooner bruited about than be 
destiny of Wynyard's brother became a subject of universal an 
piinful interest to the officers of the regiment. There were few 
who did not inquire for Wynyard’s letters before they asked for 
their own, 

By the first ships no intelligence relating to the ghostly visit was 
received from England, for they had all sailed previo: to the 
appearance of the spirit in Canada, At last the long wished for 
vessel orrived. All the officers had letters, except Wynyard ; but 
there was a solitary letter for Sherbrooke still unopened. After 
Sherbrooke had come into the mezs-room, and broken the seal, he 
beckoned his friend away, All were silent until Sherb e'8 
return. When he came back, he showed the letter, the first words 
of which were: “ Dear John,—Break bod ed friend Wynyard the 
death of his favourite brother.” He had died on the day and at 
the hour on which the friends had seen his spirit pass so} mys- 
teriously through the apartment. 

We fecal in Sesreaiad Ghost Storiva: “It might have been 
imagined that these events would have been sufticient to have 
impressed the mind of Sherbrooke with the conviction of their 
truth ; but so strong was his prepossession against the existence, 
or even the possibili'y of any preternatural intercourse with the 
souls of the dead, that he still entertained a doubt of the report of 
ix xensex, supported as their testimony was by the coincidence of 
on and event, Some years after. on his return to England, he 
was walking with two gentlemen in Piccadilly, when, on the one 
site side of the way, he sawa pot bearing the most strikin 
resemblance to the figure which had been disclosed to Wynyard 
and himself, Full of this impression, he crossed the road. The 
gentleman said he had never quitted the country, but he was a 
twin-brother of the south whose spirit had been seen. 

Sherbrooke was afterwards General Sir John Cope Sherbrooke, 
G.C.B., and Wynyard died Lieutenant-Colonel of the 24th Light 
Dragoons, “ Both,” says Archdeacon Wrangham, “ men of indis- 
putable honour and spirit.” Mr, Jarvis, the collector of the 
Avercditcd Ghost Stories, says: “This story has been read by a 
relation of General Wynyard, oho states that, in all important 
circumstances +t is strictly true.” , 

But in spite of all this testimony of the Mae Trp of the 
ghostseers, what was the good of the ghost? What end did its 
appearance serve?) Why was not the brother's death communi- 
cated in the ordinary manuer? 

(Newt week, “ The Common Informer.” ) 


a 


Bak GARDIN. 
Thair aint no bloomin crrer about that pennorth off seed. Itt iss 
acummin app all over the garding. ie 
The deeming gurl nex dore iss a xplittin off her side?) Whi? 
(New weak whi.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 

*.° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a atm ped envelope large enough te contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Much obliged for letter, ARTIR; Glad to hear you like the 
change. Yea, you might, of course, ANOTHER ; But it's awkward 
te arrange, Only to afer, BULLEN, Not at present, H.C. 
Reece, © Better see a lawyer, PvzzLep, If you cannot get the 
lease, Not for ages, ONLY Wonxpder. ry again, then, B. J. 
CLarKk. Very tasty, thank you, Bertie ; Just about the Ancient’s 
mark, Not the space to spare at present ; Much ee, though. 
G. D. Haynes. Not arithout a fine, GOLOSH, and Heaps of 
penaltics and pains, 

——_— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 

The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Taper in the World, 
Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 

3 months, 18. @d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 monthe, 6s. 6d. 

Ju Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tur SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


Shove Cards wiil be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiveques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQuUE. 
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NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 
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Will he paid to the neaxt-of hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty cocepted, ), who shall bs! to meet 
with his or her death ina Itailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current vssue of “ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF- 
Houipay” be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLopER’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 

* United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance Tasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


SCENE—Lestaurant. 

Waster. ‘Ow will you ‘ave your ‘are, sir? 

Diner (just from barber's, absent-mindedly). Oh—er—not too 
much oi!, you know, but rather short behind. 

ss 
s 

Sarah Jane, 1 sai, Bill, wot do they corl that there statoo 
Venus for? 

Bill (with supreme contempt). Why? Cos it’s naked, ov corse, 


“Your sour old dad must be staring mad, 
For he swears he'll part us two ! 

Let him rant and rave,” quo’ the stripling brave, 
“ But I won't be beaten, Loo!” 


Just then, with a grin, her dad crept in, 
And he wielded a lithe bamboo ; 
And braten that night was the bold young wight, 
And jolly well beaten too! 
ot) 
Overheard in the Smoking Compartment, 
First Trareller, Do you visit Deal this journey ? 
Sreond Traveller, No, 1 shall miss Deal this time. 
Third Traveller, Then you ought to be made to deal again. 
[The body was found onthe track, but it was never 
discovered how it came there, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No, 601.~—The “ Al-yasinia’’ Costume, 


© The Duke was awfully indignant when Lord Albert tokl lirm he loved me.” 
“Doesn't he like sactresees?" “Oh, yes! it appeurs the old buffer’s terriuly 
gone on me hinself !” 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC. She, Betore I married you I had 
No. 79.—Sarcey. several men at my fect, 
(Well, isn't he ?) He. Yes, Chiropodists ! 


y 


GOING TO THE RYE 


8g. 


se 


‘y 
{Saturday, November ?, 1895, 


ee: 1 — a good article on happy homes anditne Pleasures 


poet ce Fossell is the man for ee 
or, Why, he’s a married man, you : 
Sonsy do it, he's a bachelor oe you duffer. Yo, let young 


At a Brighton Hotel, 
Prospective Guest. How much do you ch here b- , 
Clerk. Hum—ha—well, really, sir, 1 don't know, beh pra 
manager. 
Pres ive Guest. Don't know! What do you mem? 
Cleri:, Well, sir, you see nobody has ever stayed here over a 
week yet. *.° 


First New Woman. Never more surprised in my lite, dear, y}.., 
I heard the news, What on earth made you reid ail i 
man 
_— New Senge \apaeretical! ). Well, dear, you sen I 
entertain a good deal, and you know I can't carv u ants 
and he can beautifully, and so—and so [ married Rien at 
ss 
s 
“I WOULD that I were a Tar pet pag 1” said 
The Lag Acory with a ben h 
When fined five bob for his want of wit 
In scorching by night with his lamp unlit 
‘You would that you were a glow-worm! Why?” 
Quoth the magistrate. And he made reyly ; 
* Because, when going abroad by night 
I should ne'er forget to carry a light! a 
ss 


hoa 


s 
Hubby. Really, my dear, this cannot go on; I must positiv', 
check this extravagance. : 
Wife. That's just what I want you to do, darling. I know it i. 
tn extravagance, but please cheque it. 
ss 


s 
Some male man brute of a thing, says that the reason propos.’ 
by telephone are so po) among women, is 02 account of tiv 
number of rings the man has to give before he can get int) 
communication, °° 


At the Fuotball Match. 
or Spectator, They seem to be playing with enthusiasm, doit 


ey 
Practical Neighbour. No ‘taint, Miss; it’s a bladder covers! 
with leather. oe 


felted (continuing), And now let us consider marriage in the 
abstract—— 

Mrs. Prodger (in the back seats). Marriage in. the habstrct, 
Prodger, and where's that? 

Mr, Prodger (with cr esa air). 'Ush, Maria; don't show ver 
hignorance jike that. It’s a place in the South Sea Islands, whe: 
the weddin’ customs is very hiccentric. 

ss 


s 
Spiffer. Yes, he’s a man 1 admire ; what I call a man of metal. 
Spaffer, He's certainly got a brazen face, if that’s anytiing to 
do with it. ae 
s 


Agnostic. 1 snppose you are of opinion that it will be alwa:s 
Sunday hereafter ? 

Our Parson, That's about it. 

Agquostic, And I suppose over there, there won't be any Sundar 
Closing Act, will there? 

Our Parsen, Why, no; but where you're going 1 expect you’! 
find it very difticult to get a drink. 


s 
JAcK and Jill went up the hill 
To fetch a mil of water ; 
And 1 felt, at tea, that with right good will 
My dairyman I could slaughter, 
The lacteal tluid supplied to me 
Had a blueness it didn’t oughter ; 
For Jack was the milkman’s gon, you see, 
And Jill was the milkman’s daughter. 
. 


s 
Young Simple. Yea, she’s a lovely girl, and she’s made up her 
mind never to get married. 
Old Cynicus, Don't you rely on that, my boy. Those giris ar: 
the most dangerous of any. es 
s 


First Clerk, What are you doing, old man? 

Second Clerk (surlily), Mindiag my own business. 

Employer (who has overheard conversation). That won't do for 
me, young man. I pay you to mind my business, not yours. Take 
a week's notice. ae 

= 


Visitor, No, really, my dear madam, there is absolutely no such 
thing as perfection. 

Mra. Ecergrowl (with a glance at her lord), Ah! there sou are 
mistaken, professor, Perhaps you never heard ot my ausband’s 
mother’s cooking. es 

s 


Widger. Dear, dear, been married over a year now, have you’ 
Well, I shall come and see you then. You've done billius aud 
cooing now, I suppose? pO 

Beachicy. Well, yea, we've finished cooing, but the d —d billins 
has only just commenced. ee 

s 


Brown. Hallo! Haven't seen you since you came back from the 
seaside! Have a good time ? 

Robinson. Capital! Been away six wecks. Gwendoline nearly 
married a nigger minstrel in disguise. Johnnie tumbled down the 
cliff and broke his arm. Tom was upset ina boat, and it took two 
hours and a half to resuscitate him. and I’m only thirty-five pounds 
iu debt. Ta, ta! ee 

s 


First Swindler, Well, old pal, this business clears us out; we ' 
both dead broke. 

Srcond Swindler, Yes, there's only one thing left for us now—we 
shall ‘ave to open a Luan Orfice, 2 


s 
Ix London town, with a quid or so, 
A country cousin arrived to seek 
His fortune ; and soon at the G.P.O. 
He obtained a berth at a guinea a week. 


When Thursday came he hadn't a cent 
Of his sovereign left ; but the callow cub 
Saw a way to ee his purse—and weut 
Toa Town Su ftice to get a sUB.! 
s 
Number 18, 1 say, look here, old man, I wish you would keep 
that confounded dog I sold you quiet of a night; I can't get | 
wink of sleep. 6 : 
Number 19. Well, I like that. Why, he used to bark twice 
much in your yard. : 
Number 18. Did he, 1 never noticed it; but, you see, 1 hadut 
sold him to you then. oe 
& 


TELL a fond mother that her little daughter is very forward for 
her age and she'll take it as a compliment tothe child's intelligen: ts 
and educational attainments. Make the same remark fifteen year 
later, and, well—there will be a jolly row. 


= 
Tlarry. How far is it from your house to the nearest pub? 
Cholly, About ten minutes’ walk week days, but five on Suncay 
morning. 
Harry. How's that? 
Cholly, Think of the Saturday night's thirst, old man. 


aN 


Saiurcay, November 2, 1896.) 
THE POETRY OF MOTION. 


Poetic He. You b.. 2a lovely chance of admiring the beantics of nature. 
Prosaie She, Oly, drat nature! What I like to see is a Leautiful road, not a 
thing like this ! 


TOOTSIE ANO THE GUY FAWKES GIRLS. 


——S— 


“ Don’? forget the Sth of November” is the heading of a shop 
bill presented to m+ by an enterprising Walworth Road trades- 
man. He goes on tu say that, if purchased at his establishment, 


a 


Vite: 


LEoNaRD BOYNE. 


John Allingham 
Miss WINIFRED EMERY. 


Pain’s fireworks may be had at half-price. With r Pa's per- 
mission I mean to have some and point the atial Home, 
opposite the Dogs’, i blue, green, and other colours. For three- 
halfpence a dozen can purchase Serpen Blue Devils, 
Yew trees, Flower-pots, Chinese drops, and Squibs. If I add a 
penny or two 1 may soar to Golden Rains and Grasshoppers. 
Mount Vesuvius costs but threepence, and you may see it out 
taking a railway journey or paying hotel sxpenees 

I say I mean to light up Battersea on the bth with a series of the 
biggest bangs on record. “ Don't fo * of course not. We will 
never cease to remember those ill-advised gentlemen who muddled 
a big blow-up goodness knows how long before the firework man 
opened his shop and the Guy Fawkes Girls put on their knickers. 

Meanwhile, let us go and look at The Benefit of the Doudt, at the 
Comedy Theatre. r. Pinero is an author who can, as has been 
often said, make an actress—can find her a strong —a woman's, 
but generally withal a Guy Fawksess. If you look back to your 
heroines in kena, Lever, or Thackeray, you will find them of 
the namby-pambyest. Authors then imagined for their heroines 
pale-faced creatures who “touched tb> piano, did needlework 
nonsense, loved their homes, and did not bully their mothers, 
were intensely devoted to their husbands when they got one, an 
fainted and flopped in the hour of danger to be caught in the nick 
of time in their lovers arms.” These were the women that MAN— 
The Superior Animal, then sought and loved, and still marries, 

The New Guy Fawkes Girl, as long as she remains young and 
pretty is, of course, lauded to the 8 or sky-borders, by the 
perfidious masher, but is not much, and what is to become 
of her when she grows oldand tough? Whata time she will have! 

Mr. Pinero’s new play is full of feminine equibs, though, I think 
they run a little higher than three-halfpence a dozen. Looked nt 
froma good front seat they are very anne but in the family 
circle must have been awful nuisances. I think, therefore, that the 
troublesome women here de} will not be everybody's taste, 
but will yet delight the majority of up-to-date payne: 

In many respects Mr. Pinero has never done better work, and the 
acting ali round is most excellent. ,Miss Winifred Emery, Mr. 
Iconard Boyne, Mr. Cyril Maude, and Miss Lily Hanbury seeming 
to me especially aepelleni. This was why 1 made our artist give 
you their portraits. 

The heroine, I have heard critics complain, ought not to get 
tipsy, but lots 
of heroines off 
the stage have 
done so—some 
more than 
once. On one 
occasion, I ab- 
solutely came 
across a tipsy 
critic, He was 
put into an 
iron barred 

rs cage and car- 
an ried round the 

bs provinces, 
where he was 
stirred up with 
a clothes prop 
by an energetic 
showman and 
made to jump. 
: For my part, 


. ‘ ‘I+ hero and hero- 
Drs, Allingham: ine being shun- 
Miss Lity Hansury. ted to the 
‘ back, and the 
interesting wicked persons coming well to the front. 
Don’t, if you can help it, miss the new play at the Comedy, You 


will, I feel sure, be delighted, if you are as naughty as I believe 
you to be. 


Sir Fleteher Portwood : 
MR, CYRIL MaUDE, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'S PlLLS 


PRICE 9}° PER BOX (s0 PILLS). 


INDIGESTION AND WIND. 


— 
87 St. Ann's Chambers, Ludgate Hill, E.C., 
Scptember 20th, 1895. 
GENTLEMEN —From time to time I have been 
subject to attacks of Indigestion and Wind, but since 


| trying Sloper’s not only have I found wonder- 
| full relief, but the attacks are lesa frequent. 


“ours truly, 
i$ CIAS. G. MORGAN. 


+9 Gioeiaeas Fie 7 


LITE NTN NT NTN 4 
IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES HOT KEEP THEM, SEND S40. IN STAMPS TO THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B.C. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 

safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- LADIES 
gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
under the most trying circumstances and in 
the most difficult and 

OBSTINATE CASES 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 
RELIEF, 


GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, 
No case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
ax Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, 
writes; 

“ By adopting your treatment my anxiety 
and misery was over within twenty-four hours, 
although for over three months I had been 
daily taking pills and other things in vain. 
Half the quantity you sent proved effective, 
to my intense joy and surprise.” 

A aworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- 
moniala and medicine, which is inexpensive, 
as one bottle at 4s. 6d. (by post, 4s. 9d.) is us- 
ually sufticient for any case. 

Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to 
any lady on receipt of addreased envelope. 

Write privately to— 
Mrs. A. 8S, ALLEN, 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, 
LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 
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AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalled. The mest effectual on earth. Nothing can resist them. 


94d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 
Dr. DAVIS, 268 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


——_—$_—$—$—$—$—$—$—$_—_—_$——————————— 


HOUNDSDITCH SENTIMENT. 

THE happy young fellow had just got “engaged” and, with the 
mrsimony of the young housekeeper-elect, every bob he pulled out 
of his pocket seemed a sovereign to him. Most middle-aged men 
have been in this plight at least once, but ninety-nine in most 
hundreds have got over it. 

And wken the time came for him to see about buying what silver- 
plate was deemed necessary to their future good standing in 
suburban society, somebody who tried to have it understood that 
he took an interest in him, told him to go to Houndsditch for it. 
There was no place in the world for bargains like Houndsditch ; 
and eventually the Steading Eepedes went there. 

“Jutht the very thing to thuit yer, ma dear,” said the obliging 
Hebrew to whom he stated his requirements. “Hereth n thet o' 
thix entree ditheth, cruet, gravy thpoonth, and a dozen o’ forkth, 
cheethe-forkth, and detthert thpoonth—the whole lot for thirteen 
poundth !” 

Li I believe they're cheap pop all said the young man, nervously, 
“but there’s a monogram on them—eee here, ‘L. J. BR,’ and my 
name's William Beggitt Toozer!" 

“Vell, vell, that’s rather unfortunit,” admitted the Yid, “but, 
may I never leave dis spot alive, dis dinner service is sich a pargain 
that it vould be poundth in yer pocket to decide on it an’ change 
yer name!” 


IT was just about twelve o'clock, the other rea eal See ere 
ve a beneficial 


groom behind a to altogether relish the ngs. Just 
as we were Recontng interested in the affair, the you 

tried to nip in between the waggon and a m cab drawn up on 
the off. Poor fi bounder, there never was much chance of 
succeeding, but he certainly made a very clumsy attempt, with the 
result that the hub of his wheel came smash inst that of the cab, 
and for a brief peied there was every prospect of a very pretty 
little accident. Presently though, when, thanks to cabby’s efforts, 
the two vehicles had sorted themselves a bit, the young fellow 
turned to the cabman, and remarked in a loud and most affected 
manner, ‘ Aw, cubby, that wasn’t-my fault, you know!” 

ane weather-beaten old Jehu turned a withering look upon the 

indy spo: 


rtsman. 
G ‘0, guv'nor,” he said, slowly and deliberately, “it ain't your . 


ony : it's the fault o’ your bally fat-headed groom for letting you 
rive.” 

And really, you know, we couldn't help joining in the general 
roar. 


— 


HIS PREFERENCE. 
Tradesman. Well, Jimmy, 80 you've took ‘is lordship’s orders ; 
‘ow did ane et on? 
Son. Oh: he treated me with a lot of hauteur. 
Tradesman. Did ‘e, though; well, I never could abide these 
forrin liquoors myself, I'd sooner ‘ave din treated toa little drop of 


gin cold. 
GF 


347 
NOOKS IN THE HOUSES OF FAMOUS MEN. 


(To be continued.) 
No. 2—PATcHOULI CHAMBERS, PICCADILLY, W., THE 
RESIDENCE OF His Grace THe Dook Sxook. 


It was ten o'clock in the forenoon when, issuing from the 

elevator which had soared with me Heavenwards to the fifth floor, 
C rapped at his Grace's miniature 
front-door at the extreme end of 
the passage on the right, and 
waited, It was eleven o'clock in 
the forenoon when the door was 
opened with that display of pro- 
found caution and apprehension 
on the part of the Dook’s dusty 
little page, which characterises 
the conduct on these occasions of 
all servants, whether male or 
female, empleyed by noblemen 
in favour of eternal credit. 

“Is his Grace within?” I in- 
auired, 

“No, sir,” lied the boy with the 
tarnished buttons, “'Is Grice 
says ‘e ain't in to nobody.” 

“Will you kindly inform him,” 
. I said, “that a gentleman hold- 
ing a permit to look over his chambers, signed by one of Her 
Majesty's judges, and witnessed by divers persons of official im- 
portance, stands without!” 

The thumb-marked page retired to detiver my message, and 
taking prvoltitate advantage of his nbdsence, I slipped into the 
dimly-lighted vestibule of his Grace's suite, and shut the door 
behind me. 

This, the first nook that meeta one’s view on entering the dwell. 
ing-place of the famous Dook, is 1 spot of remurkable interest and 
beauty. The very chair upon which one is uskeri to wait is of such 
rare old age that it almoxt does 
the splits under one’s weight ; a 
mirror, cracked in the centre, 
and draped with festoons of plush 
and flue, gives the entrance-hall 
an air of unlimited capacity, 
bibl asa matter of ey ‘ does 
n 8; 2 statue of Venus 
pana ee ‘of the Dook's hats— 
by way of indicating his Grace's 
familiarity with Art —stands in 
the corncr which gets the most 
light ; anda strong smell of scent 

ves a finishing touch to the 
uxuriousness of the surround 
ings, as well as helping to render 
leas obtrusive the odour rising 
from a bow! of “short ends” on 
a bracket by the door. 

We pass now to a nook in 
the Dook Snook’s library. It is where his Grace sits when 
he writes letters putting off meetings with his creditors, or 
arranging meetings with the girls at the “Friv.,” and it is 
occupied by a buhl writing-table (rescued from the Snook 
estate ten days before the sale). and a small gilt-framed chair with 
a seat covered in some parts with red silk ; the pictures on the wall 
above being mostly representations of ballet-girls trying to hide 
in ham-frills, and proving eminently and delightfully unsuccessful. 
In this same room there is another interesting nook—with the 
accent on the “interest,” for it is 
here that his Grace keeps, speared 
ton al a file, the bills relating 
tocertain trananctions of a finan- 
sial kind with a gentleman hav- 
ing control of a large sum_of 
money for investment. The 
smell of scent is stronger here 
than in the vestibule, a fact 
which leads one to conclude that 
the Dook thinks the ae cent.” 
of the bills “a little high,” and 
therefore needing toning down 
a bit by scent of another nature. 

A nook in the Dook's aiming 
room reveals a sideboard whic! 
might have been so named from 
being all on one side, and a picture 
of Bacchus in his crowning stage 
of intoxication, Two cracked 
liqueur bottles and a leather cigarette box, the lid of which bears 
the silver inscription, “From Tottie,” stand in the centre of the 
all-on-one-sidehoard, and other portions of it are profusely 
decorated with half-burnt matches and half-sucked cigarettes. 
The odour of scent here increases in strength. 

The best nook in his Grace's drawing-room (where the scent is 
stronger still, and almost overpowering) is that occupied by a 
couch of luxurious corpulence, which is covered in cushions of 
nearly every 
chromatic 


Entrance Ha'l. 


Dining-room, 


palms. The 
7 by the 
side this 
glorious 
retreat _is 
strewn with 
love letters 
and hair. 
pins; while 


upon the 

io walls in its immediate neighbourhood (for the couch is fn 

acorner) hang pictures by Falero of ladies attired in moonlight, 

and surrounded by crowds of inquisitive stars. : 
‘We come now to the last nook of importance—that in the Dook's 

bed-room, which holds his dressing table, smothered in every con- 


ceivable and inconceivable concoction for the transformation fo 
wrinkled 


a into 
blooming 
youth, lit- 
tered with 
pleading 
notes from 
the laun- 
dress, and 
occupied 
also, to no 
small ex- 
tent, by 
spluttering 
dots of face 
powder, 

‘The scent 
in this 
quarter is so powerful that it is only possible, for a_ person 
who is not used to it, to approach the dressing table when the 
door and all the windows are opened to their uttermost capacity. 

Such are the nooks of the Dook Snook. 

Tur Broker's MAN, 


Drawing-room. 


Dreasing-table. 
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“My new walking costume has 


come home, dear—such a dream, A “NEAR” THING. 


Mounted Party, Hounds meet here, my man ? 
Native. No, cht they mostly hevs their meat at the kennels two moiles off. 


1 call it perfectly lovely ; my hu-- 
Hund culls it d——d extrava- 
yance !"—Extraet from Letter of 
Youny Lady. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED 
, ; <= 4 


Do ‘ce think you'll Le able to travel so fur? 


1 


(1) “When do yon start for America to arrange about producing your udmirable 

drama of Cheer, Boys, Cher! in that free country?” inquired A. SLOPER of Sir 

i Augustus Hurris one evening lately at the Garrick Club. “To-morrow.” “‘To- 
morrow!” A, SLOPER smniled a smile of iuward triumph, for, having been forbidden 

tu fool about behind the scenes of Old Drury, he could now, by a ruse, succeed in 
- interviewing there our greatest romantic actor, his friend Heury Neville, Next 
vight A. SLOPEK presented himself at the stage door of our uational theatre, “Mr. 

Arthur Collins, your stage manager—I must see him, Au important message from 

Sir Augustus Harris just us the vessel was putting off!" The ruse succeeded. ‘The 

ext moment the Eminent was amougst England's Aristocracy in Hyde Park, Beauty 

iu all the glory of Worth of Paris beamed on him in vain, for he was anxiously 

Watching for the entrance of Mr. Neville as the Marquis of Chepstow.—_(2) He 
comes! “ Neville, dear buy “ “Hush! for Heaven's sake, SLoPKRI” “ But I've 

cume to interview you!" “Impossivle! Stand aside, and don't interrupt the action 

of the play.” * Foiled !" muttered A, SLOPER, retiring up, aud nearly getting run 

down by a horseman in the Row, Gliding awongst the trees, he at length saw 

| Mr. Neville make his exit, The next moment be was at his side. “Now for the 


~ juterview!" cried A, SLOPER exultingly, Mr. Neville bit his lip and frowned, 
© Let's see, your tirst 14 shoboaead was ut the Lyceum as Percy Ardent in the play of 


the /rish Heiress, L thiuk—correct me if 1 am wrung ; but we will come to the ylorics 


= = —— = 
(1) “ There are many evidences of a verra superior discussion proceedin, 
somewhere,” said McNab to himself, . 


(2) “And I hevna had a ‘discuss’ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


BY A. SLOPER.—HENRY NEVILLE, Esq. 


ot the Olympic during your management, Henry; to your triumphs in the Two 
Orphans, in Clancarty, in— why, confound it, he's bolted !—-(3) Ah, Collins, here 
you are! A wonl with you.” “Well, what is it? I'm b 1° “Naturally you 
would be with a big show like this. Look here, I have Sir Augustus’s unqualified 
Permission to come here and interview Henry Neville. Up to now { have not suc- 
eveled, There is but one way: 1 must ey Tripp Edgar's of the young trooper 
te-night. You consent?” “No!” “Oh!” But was A. SLOPER done? What do 
you think ? He sought and found Mr, Filgar'’s dressing-room. empty. Ina 
twinkle he was in that talented youngster’s uniform; ani when the owner was 
wildly rushing about trying to find it, A. SLOrPKK was in his place on the stage, 
Soon was the time for Mr. Neville to write the letter for the young trooper, who bad 
never been to school, to his oki mother—and this is what he «dictated :——(4) “My 
dear old Dutch,—I am on in the great scene, The Last Stand ; but it is not the last, 
for I expect the last stand—ahould we survive the coming battle—to be over the way 
at the Albion, and my Captain, the Marquis of Chepstow, who is writing this for me, 
shall be the stander——” Just the niggers began to fire, and A, SLOPER was 
the first to fall. “Mr. Neville can nit hard.—-15) How did I get it?” said 
A. SLOPER to the Dovok Suook subsequently, “Why, my deur fellow, same as we 
always get ‘em—run against something in the dark!" And there isn't the slightest 
doubt about ove thing—it was a beauty, 


THE ELDER UNLUCKY, 


for a fortnight.” 


(3) “4 mon, Elder, but ye are an unlucky 
they're all deed except me's 


©,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from (how 
of her friends whuse portraits haw aot yet been inserted. 


“My love, my life, ob, bid me not despair!” 
“Oh, to suppress this all consuming passion !"— The Hun. Billy. 


TOOTSIE'S 


man. This has been the most beau-ti-ful discussion I ivver had: 
sel, and I am fair stiff with licks; it's simply luviy. 


[Saturaay, November 2, 1895, Ss 


A SALT-SPOON. 
By our Japa: ~se Artist. 


FRIENDS. 


No, 415.—Miss Datsy MEapows, 
“ Madly I worship, but ‘twere vain to hope.” — The Dook Snoot. 


—Lord bud. 


tha 
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Pay-ia-ful Bea 


Sire $$.or-bramb- 


—m:; ochineGoy He Metrobus 
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WKS Weleonre. 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hullo! hullo! my friends; this is the sort of gathering [ like to see. It shows a proper must go:—The paragraphiat weeps Sorlorn, Now that the Duke at last has gone:—The Brewers 
appreciation of my efforts, which is flattering in the extreme. Let me show you that Lam not = hold their annual show At Islington; you'd better go:—A Concentration Time-march, ace? What 
unworthy of your esteem, Hi! there, up with the curtain, and let the show commence :—T7'he only — ever that affair may be :—Ile scatters them on ev'ry side, The fate of nations to decide.—There you 
thing I've got to say Is, foola they must have been to pay :—Kight miles within the hour's a feat are, that’s about your usual allowance, | believe. Sorry I can’t 
It would be difficult tu beat :—A ceremony this, you know, Through which a new Lord Mayor in time agaiu next week, Ta, ta!—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


9 


exceed it, Mind you're all here 


TOOTSIE DAY BY DAY. HE SUCCEEDED. 


No, 3.—LEAVING THE “FRIV.” AFTER THE SHOW, 


COCK-A-DOODLE-D0! 


“That bird of yours is one ual crow.” “He is a erow. 


Sor (1) “Tut, tut! your bump of self-esteem is in a shocking 
Tuat's jnst AR put « crow’s egg under the old hen and the profewor, “ 


condition |” said a 1 now, and think 
somenning, of yourself!" So that young man tried hard and 
ral 


Wat's the rea 


consurT”* ns} 
OA’ 


= 
y, 


Y ff! 
Lif |} 


Putting Another Complexion on the Matter. 


Chappie, But surely you don't mean that you won't speak to me again ? (2) A bump big enongh to hang his hat on, and then walked 
tf iw . ont as if he was the Duke of York or the editor of a comic 


NOT A DOUBT OF IT. 


The New Man (meditativel 
jy). Gracious! I guess my pretty Tootsie. 1do, You were rude, 
ickle “ Trilbys" ought to fetch the dear girls, Chappte, But, my dear itt, only said that I could see by your face you were an artist. paper, 


eee. 


—— 
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SUSINESS at the London Pavilion is distinctly of the fine and 
large order, and the genial Swanborough weareth a smile of exceed. 
ing broad dimensions, of course in 
nddition to other garments of civili- 
zation, The programme is one of 
huge strength, containing as it does 
the names of nearly every music-hall 
star who ¢s anybody, don't-yer- 
know. All of which is extremely 
grateful and comforting, and wiil 
doubtless lead thenmusement-seeker 
to inspect it for himself. 


* 

Mr. JAMES MEREDITH writes to 
say that the hie deeper} bd ho 
wroprietors of Sloper's Pills e 
oh John's Wood Harriers, has 
caused a mild sort of panic amongst 
the members of that club. It is a 
beauty, there’s no question about 
that! +2 


THE statement that the editor of 
Larks! is going to stand for Ken- 
sington now that Sir Algernon 
Borthwick has joined the Hupper 
‘Ouse may be discredited, The chief 
of our mammoth ha'penny comic 
would be quite out of place in the 
Commons; they're too dull and 
prosy a lot altogether. 


s 

ALLY's sweetheart, Nellie Farren, 
b knows a thing or two, In securing 
our Mr. Chasemore and his clever 
daughter as designers of the costumes for 7rilby at the Opera 
Comique, she's done the right thing, No one wishes Nellie Farren 
good hick and better health more than the Mildewed and Moth- 

Eaten Fabric. ** 


It was a newsboy not ungifted with a sense of humour who 
accosted us outside the Empire last Saturday. “'Ere yar, Capt’in, 
Football "Dition ; full list of the killed aw srounded !" We bought 
one, Blessed be the boy that provideth a par! 


s 
WR gather from a trans-atlantic journal that the American folk 
have shown no intense desire to hear the lectures of Mrs. Ormiston 
Chant. This only shows o sensible discrimination completely 
worthy of a great nation and a great people. 
a @ 


s 
Four hundred thousand mugs bearing a portrait of the Czar are 
to be distributed among the poor at the coronation ceremony.next 
Spring. This will, of course, make exactly eight hundred thousand 
mugs. oe 
s 


ANOTHER revival of the Penny Dreadful scare has taken place. 
There are certain fussy, but well-meaning people who every time 
a boy is charged 
with crime, 
throw up their 
hauds, and 
declare “It's all 
nlong o° them 
renny dread. 
ulx,”” and juries 
and magistrates 
seem inclined to 
agree. Never, in 
our opinion, was — 
% greater = mis- 
take. No boy 
was ever incited 
to theft or mur- 
der by the puru- 
sal of these 
melo - dramatic 
effusions, No, 
we have ha’- 
penny dreadfuls 
ing acditags ith their “ ‘Orrible Tragedies,” “'Orful Suicid 
ng newspapers wii eir le ‘Orful Suicides,” 
“ Shockin’ Pee her etc., are far more unhealthy reading than 
Dare Devil Dick, or Ralph the Rover, which, after all, are but 
unskilled tales of adventure, with a boy hero of the type we all 
admire—bold, manly, and essentially British, 


i : 
Tue Institute of Painters in Oil Colours has again thrown open 


its doors. The public will do well to enter. 
se? 
* 


A POOR perplexed young man applied to Mr. de Rutzen the other 
day for advice respecting a young lady who persisted in follow- 
ing him about. Among other things she offered him a £5 note. 
The magistrate could do nothing for him. That young Indy had 
better transfer her attentions to the “ HALF-HoLipay ” staff. The 
are evidently unappreciated ns it is; but somebody with a parti- 
ality for scattering fivers about is very urgently wanted at 99. 
.? 
s 

THE American papers are still cugered in a joyful chortle at the 
successful capture of the young Duke of Marlborough by “a true 
Amuricun girl,” and the ten- 
sory to discount English 
loveliness is very mien 
marked. Without wishing 
to be at all ungallant to the 
fair Miss Vanderbilt, who is, 
from all reports, a very 
charming girl, we would sug- 
est that the almighty dollar 
88 very important consider- 
ation—even with dukes, 


s 

Mr. Newton, the Marl- 
borough Street Magistrate. 
has managed to get himself 
talked about in connection 
with his judgments in cer- 
tain recent cases. Public 
opinion is running very 
strong against him and the 
Piccadilly police, and a strict 
enquiry into the state of 
atfairs is urgently wanted, 


* 

AN infant prodigy, whose 
special talent lies in the 
manipulation of the trom- 
bone, ix to make his appear- 
ance in London shortly, 
What have we done? 


BAcKEns of the Skunk for 
the Cambridgeshire must 
have been disappointed to 
find A. SLOPER's famous colt a non-starter, The fact of the case 
is the Society for the Protection to Animals threatened a prose- 
cution if the horse went to the post. They insisted that he ought 
tu go to the knackers, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 

Poor Mr. Potton at the Vaudeville can hardly be called a 
success, We had been Jed to expect much, and the disappointment 
was consequently all the keener. 
Genuine ond funny comedian as 
is Mr. Weedon Grossmith, he 
fails to get much humour out of 
an anything but congenial part, 
and the rest of the company 
suffer proportionately from the 


shortcomings of this weak and 
clumsy farce. 


se 
Now that the Umbrella Dook 
has really retired, people seem to 


he only just finding out how 
fond they are of him, and ban- 
quets, presentations, etc., are 
being got up in his honour all 
over the place. A shrimp and 
winkle tea was arranged at Mil- 
dew Court, but owing to the 
pressing nature of his engnge- 
ments, His Royal Highness was 
reluctantly compelled to de- 
cline. *.° 


ENCOURAGED, no doubt, by 
the lavish hospitality showered 
upon the Shahzada, numereus 
foreign potentates are keen upon 
visiting England next season. 
If they only cost half as much 
as Nasrulla Khan, and are any- 
ve like the same trouble to get rid of, “we shall have a lively 
time.” 


s¢ 
* 


THE Tottering Structure has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit” upon Professor J.H. WARLEIGH, because he isa marvellous 
magician, “Feyther,” chortled the Cerulean-Eyed, “the Pro. 
fessor's a fair wonder, 1 own, and ‘e's makin’ a big name for ‘imself 
all over the place ; but a you lend me your topper and see me 
make a puddin’ init. I/l——” but the Agéd wasn't going to have 
his cherished headgear outraged by any duffing amateurs, and 
Alexandry promptly got his usual allowance of “ beans. 


s 
Siz WILFRED LAWSON, quite undaunted by the facers recently 
received by his party, declares that the world is still crying out 
for Temperance. All we cao say is we haven't heard the noise in 
Fleet Street. ee 
s 


THE celebration of Guy Fawkes Day is not the thing it was. 
Like a lot of other time-honoured, but somewhat senseless insti- 
tutions, it’s dying out. 
The really wonderful 
part about it is that it 
should have survived 
so long, but it is now 
fairly easy to predict 
that the next century 
will know it not. Like 
Jack in the Green, the 
crowning of the May 
Queen, etc., it snvours 
too much of tradition 
to find favour in this 
bustling hurry-skurry 
age. Another score of 
years or so and the 5th 
of November will po- 
sess no special siguifi- 
cance whatever. 


s 

AT least three lead- 
ing newspapers daily 
devote at least a 
column to items of 
news headed “ Police 
Intelligence.” Con- 
sidering the large 
amount of undis- 
covered crime that has 


issag gl vlog mest 
one is almost tempted to think the intelligence of the force 
might be got into a very much smaller space indeed. 

ss 


s 

EVER since the opening of the Brewers’ Exhibition at the Agri- 
cultural Hall, oe has almost lived up Islington way—he 
is the first to enter and the last to be chucked. Only a man with 
his talent for booze could put away so many free samples. It’s not 
often that Mac has such a niticent opportunity, but he is 
certainly fully equal to the occasion. 

ss 


s 
__ “GENERAL” Boortn is now well on his way to Tasmania. It 
is but just that Tasmania should suffer as well as other 
places, °° 


THE Colchester Oyster Feast took place last week. and an 
ingenious and painstaking member of our staff set to work the fol- 
lowing day to count how many times the term “succulent bivalve” 
appeared in the reports. Before nightfall he was removed in a cab 
and a straight waistcoat to Coluey Hatch. 


BEHIND THE SCENES. 


“Halloa, my little lal! what part do you take?” “I'm understudy to Junes,” 
“ And what part has Jones?” “He plays the bind legs of the dragou.” 


Sat 
(Saturday, November 2, 1895, 


A CHRONICLE OF C 
A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK Se ene. 


and other places by seven that the: be abl sO Pied 
capon and March bee zy @ to praise Guij 


4th November, 1604.—The Muannibal, of . 
thix day at Barbadoes with a cargo of Meares, OF ent 
died of their horrible sufferings in the passage. ~'1),,. ,, 
Phillips, the madier, pe in came out, at about £19 per hy, 
with another.” e 0! return of the ik Gs acies 
2.330 white men and 42,000 slaves. Popul.tion in Wow, 


5th November, 1660.—Articles were this day 
between Sir William Davenant and the players, ¢ 
Betterton, Nokes and Underhill, constituting them a ;..,,,! 
vublickly to act in any theatre in London or Westminster, 1,” 
os n in Salisbury Court, then went to the Cockpit, and afterwaci 
removed to the new theatre “ with scenes” in Portugal Row. 


6th November, 1836.—John Bannister, the great contin: 
died this day, aged 77. He said to Constable, “They say it i: 5, 
wife who has taken care of my money and made me comfort |, 
ny old age; and so she has, out I think I deserve a little «: ae 
credit for I it her.” oye 


7th November, 1665.—The first Gazette was this day 
published at Oxford, where the Court had taken refuge from tj, 
great plague. The weekly returns of the dead in London in July 
and August were 1006, 1268, 1761. 2785, 3014, 4080, 5313, 5568. 714," 

8th November, 1674.—Jonn Milton died in Bunhill Fields 
St. Giles’, Cripplegate, this day. “The funeral was attended by all 
the author's learned and great friends in London, not without q 
Svriendly concourse of the eulgar.” 


Oth November, 17900.—The celebrated, but blonds 
revolution of the 18th. Brumaire this day dissolved the Directory, 
and invested Buonaparte with the supreme authority, 


drawn Up 
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THE YOUNG WIFE'S DEATHBED. 


1 was young, mv husband, young, 
When you made my life your own ; 
And I wronged you with a tongue 
That had ever a loving tone. 
I spoke to others sweetly, 
nd my kindness angered you, 
Till you cast me off completely— 
Ah, yes, but my heart was true! 


Nothing of Fog eco vile, 
Or unlawful love, I dreamed ; 

And I wronged you with a smile 
That ever with sweetness teemed. 

For the smile, on my friends shed brightly, 
Gave jealousy-pangs to you, 

And you said that my heart loved lightly— 
Ah, yes, but my heart was true ! 


I wist not how a wife 

Must for outward show keep scheming, 
And I wronged you with a life 

That was faithless in outward seeming. 
But now. on my sick-bed lying, 

Sweet love, I will swear to vou, 
In the pinch and the ope of dying, 

hat my heart, my heart was true! 


THE INEVITABLE. 


stands before him, who, sinking all more important consideration 
wishes he'd go, nnd give her a chance of changing a new an 
o’er-tight pair of patent-leather shoes. . 
Lovely indeed is Theodosia Kate—so delightful, in fact. 
nothing but pressure upon ALLY's espace, prevents his 
ing each of her many charms in detail. Anyway, it'l 
to say that she would have given any poet a nightmare. cm 
bining as she did the sylph-like beauties of the Venus de Medic 
with the more underst: up-to-dateness of a Marie Lloyd. 
ALLY's typewriter calls his attention to the fact that he ha 
hitherto omitted to mention that they—Theodosia Kate and Athe! 
stane McGiffit—are in a well-known restaurant in Regent Se, 
and that-she is giving a fair punishing to a “ portion ” of jw'« 
marengo as Athelstane speaks the heart-racking words with which 
this romance opens. 54h 
Another moment and a t wave of colour suffuses the sirl’s 
exquisite countenance, only to recede and leave a deadly, hearth- 
may pallor more noticeable by contrast. 


“ Athelstane ?” she echoes wildly in a voice partly choked 
by the delicious onions which form the backbone of the lb 
“This is some hideous jest, some miserable put-up job: tv Los 
from you now would mean death to my every nore of ha pines, 
not to mention n sort of six-to-four chance I think | have 0 


But Athelstane replied i 
de 


and dark arkness as profound as that wh ‘ 
Michaelmas in my ancestral home following pa’s having } 
difference with the Gas Light and Coke Company ! ouch 
The wail of anguish in her voice as she concludes igen 
onvulse his 


i 


ifeless cors' 


he, with a last lingering look of undying love, pays me ba nal \ 
the broken plates, and hurries forth to pursue his fiendish f « 

Out in the streets the piano-organs troll out, truthfu hy 
“It ain’t all lavender,” and ever and anon a scented ar Ae with 
undulates the scraps of washing on the roofs of Soho, h af of t 
an unreliable October ‘sunbeam kisses the placid brow 
murdered Theodosia, her young lifeended so tragically, inl ae ' 
Heigho ; and it still goes on—“‘Speshul! All the winner 


throug 


saturday, November 2, 1895. | 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No, 5¢,.—THE CRYSTAL PALACE GIRL (NUNEATON). 
— HE mot down in the “snug,” 


slept,; 
He dreamt that he was dead, 
And that he'd gone where 
angels dwell, 
On golden streets to trend. 
He thought he saw a corner 


ouse 

Like one he knew down 
here, 

By — the “Crystal Palace,” 


where 
He used to get his beer. 


His heart was filled with in- 
stant jor, 
He went inside the door, 
sgh! there was a golden 


Upon the golden floor ; 
ea Sore Sohne was stand- 
ing, W 
lak Her old, bewitching smile, 
The same sweet Crystal Palace girl, 
He'd loved and lust awhile. 


Just as of old, he called for beer ; 
But she at once replied: 

“There's nothing elxe but me here ; 
Malt liquors aren't supplied.” 

He woke, just as the barmaid said : 
“Time, gentlemen—eleven !” 

And he exclaimed, “ That's twice to-night 
I've been t out of heaven.” 


—————- 


AND THEY ROOKED HIM. 
once. Let's have a game of Nap? you'll take a hand, Smith? 
ak Well, really. 1 should be very pleased, but I don’t under- 
tard much about cards, and I've never played Nap. 
Jencs, You're just the man we want, Smith. You must play. 


oe 


OOFLESS SUITORS PLEASE COPY. 
“]TAnoLD,” she cried piteously, “do not go, I beg, I implore 
ou—he will kill you. Harold, he will kill you; you don't know 
hat papa is like in hia wrath,” 
handsome and painfully impecunious young surgeon laughed 
y, and drew the weeping girl yet closer to his chest. 
‘ourage, my Clarissa,” he said, reassuringly, “courage. Know 
vou not, my ownest, that I would dare the whole worid for you, 
much less thy angered and hasty-tempered sire?” 

The tearful, but peerlessly beautiful creature shook her head 

mournfully.“ You hes not know him, Harold,” she repeated, “ you 
co not know him; but go, since it needs must be, and a kindly 
providence guard you from ill.” 
* Straming nis beloved to his bosom in one long, fierce farewell 
embrace, the young man strode valiantly from the apartment, and 
1 few moments later stood in the awful presence of her stern and 
disgracetully oofy parent. 

“T have come, sir,” he said, “to ask you for the hand of your 
only daughter, and—it 
would be idle to pretend 
iznorance of the fact— 
sole heiress, Clarissa. I 
1m % poor man, it is true, 
at Tlove her with last- 
hig devotion; and I am 
proud to say, sir, she 
eciprocates my attach- 
nent.” 

The old gentleman 
urned_ perfectly purple 
with indignation, but 
nastering his passion by 
supreme effort, he in 
juired sneeringly : 

“And, may ask, 
young man, what is your 
rxact income and pros. 
ects that you—you pre- 
sume tu court an alliance 
with the only daughter and heiress of the ‘Blacking King.’” 

“I have already hinted, sir,” was the honest and dignified 
response, “that my present income is so trifling as to be hardly 
worth mentioning to a millionaire like yourself ; and my pects 
tely solely upon your giving your consent to our mai e, and 
sctting me up in a high-class practice in the West End.” 

Fora moment, but only for a moment, the calm audacity of the 
roposal fairly took away the old chap’s breath. Then, with one 
slmost tiger-like leap, he sprang at the pleading suitor, and seized 
him roughly by the collar, “ You—you miserable, impudent young 
pill-pounder,” he shrieked, “ out of the house this mioute, and never 
dare show your face in it again.” And, raising his foot, he dealt the 
young medico a terrific and well-planted kick in the rear. There 
a8 a metallic clang, a yell of agony from the old gentleman, and 
ad moment or two later he lay writhing on the floor. 

The young man gazed sternly upon his fallen assailant. 

“Your doom be upon your own head,” he said ; “you have but 
® short time for repentance. Your big toe is completely dislocated. 
aul in a few moments lockjaw will supervene, and you will be 
kore in no time, Jf you'd only not been so hasty, you see, this 
wouldn't have Mapreniesi, whereas now Clarissa will come into all 
reur oof, and we shall get married and live luxuriously ever after- 
wards. Farewell now for ever; I will send up someone to soothe 
reur dying moments.” And touching the electric bell the young 
man hastened from the scene of the tragedy, briefly explained 
jatters to Clarissa, and went joyously home to write a glowing 
tance to Blogg's Patent Sclf-Adjusting Armour-LPlate 

vuscrs Seat, 


8 lay 
mm the 


woulet 


which) 


— eee 


UNDER A BAN(ANA). 


The Banana as an article of food will, it is said, speedily become universal. 
ake note, however, that (acvording to the Beening Neves) it abounds in alcohol.) 
Arr—“O Susanna!” 
CO G wo ono). WHAT news is this that doth affright 
re eS The good I.0.G. 
; And puts most 
pint 
Cf inward agonce? 
‘Tis that Bananas for our food, 
The “ faculty ” extol— 
While some say that it doth exude 
No end of alcohol / 


“O Ban-nna!” 

Cry some with bigotree, 
“ Avaunt ! be screen 
Thou fruitful fiend 

Of inebrietee !” 


‘Twonld reem we have a Viper nursed 
At many a little “spread 
They never told us this at first, 
Or we'd have shrunk in dread, 
But still excuse it may unfold 
When Benedicts feel “ queer "= 
To say, when they their wives behold, 
“*T wash those Bananas, dear!” 
“O Ban-ana!” etc, 


“Totes” in quite a 


Li 
’ 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
. THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


Ee 
9 ROLLAND STREET, CAPE Town, SOUTH AFRICA, 
October Wth, 1895. 
Sir.—I feel 


, in fact, honoured, to have an oer watty of 
le 


thanking 708 or eo kindly conferring the * Award of Merit” upon 
me, ing you every success, and again thanking you, 1 
yours, etc., C. BALSAMO. 
—— 
THE DIARY OF A FLAT. 
(Continued. ) 


' o I AM TEMPTED, AND FALL. 
SEE that I have told you, dear di how ve roperly 
shocked Aunt Keziah was at a Mis Fanieign had’ pone to 
sleep over her sermon. I must admit, however, that our beautiful 
guest made the most ample apologies when she awakened, and 
considering how tired she must have been after her fatiguing 
journey, 1 consider aunt might have accepted them with a little 
me am both steed soa disappointed, Septi said 

*l am al in mus,” my aun 
sternly, when our guest had finally retired for the night, “the ve 
religious education must have been shamefully}neglected. You 
must really endeavour to instil into her mind some of the valuable 
teachin, have imparted to you.” 

“I will try, Aunt Keziah,” I responded, and | own, dear diary, 
that the thought of having so lovely a pupil filled me with gladsome 
sates pation; for already my heart told me that Blanche was to be 


my s 
he following morning our guest did not put in ana at 
break fast, and after waiting impatiently until nearly hale past eight, 


my aunt sent up her maid to inform Miss Fairleigh that we were 
ects Rebecca returned. “If lease, h 
ery ly . ‘ou ma’am, the 
young lady gays you're to do nothing of tke kind, 1 was to tell you 
that she's too dogtired to set up, would you mind sending her 


up a B. and 8. into her room 

My aunt glared angrily th h her spectacles. “Take her u 
this cup of tea, Rebecca!” she , sternly, “and tell Miss Fairlei; 
that neither my nephew nor myself have the least idea what s| 
means by her remarkable expressions.” 

“ What a dreadfully severe old lady your aunt is, Mr. Septimus,” 
said Miss Fairleigh, when she made her appearance just before 
dinner ; “do you know if I were not almost as swect tempered 
aa An 1," I gested, gallant! 

angel,” I sug; iF iy. 

“Thank on she smi “as an angel I should have been very 

much incli to resent the message she sent up to me this 


und that she 


1 blushed furiously at the question, feeling sure that my aunt 
had been telling her of my arenes exploits, But Miss Fairleigh 
soon relieved me. “ Because,” she continued. “ | want you to take 
me to one. I’ve fot what my cousin calls the complete hump with 
all this psalm singing, if I don’t let off steam somehow 1 
shall go mad. There, you can eay you're going to take me to n 
coerents or a lecture, or something. So promise, there's a good 


Vv. 
Dear diary, what could Ido? 1 felt I knew that it was wronz 
of me, but with the words of the beautiful temptress in my car 
I promised and fell. 
(To be continued next week.) 


—— eee 


TRIVIAL TOUCHES. 
No. 2.—TovucH1NG THE FIFTH, 


NovemMBEn Fifth haa, up to date, 

Been celebrated asa season 
Of effigies and bonfires great, 

But for a change we think there's reason. 
"Twas on November Fifth, you know, 

That certain miscreant mongrels meanly 
Made much maneeuvring, to blow 

The House of Commons up serenely :— 
Which action to commemorate, 

It stands to common sense most clearly 
That all the world should celebrate 

The Fifth as BLOWING-UP DAY yearly: 


The fiery husband scolds his wife, 

His wife replies with anger fervent ; 
And words of strife are all too rife 

Between the mistress and the servant, 
The Fiend of blowing-up too great 

A power possesses past all question ; 
And, his dominion to abate, 

We humnnbly make this wise suggestion— 
That, howsoever vexed we be, 

We bottle up our wrath severely, 
Til] comes the anniversaree 

Of good old BLOW1NG-UP DAY yearly ! 


On every other day but this, 

*T were well if we would all remember 
No rancorous words to how! or h 

But save them till the Fifth November. 
And, when the Fifth comes round, we all 

Might quit our couches, bright and early, 
And toa twelvemonth’s ire and gall 

Give vent in accents sour and surly. 
Say. ought we not this scheme to try? 

Say, would we not approach more nearly 
The long-desired millennium, by 

Thus keeping BLOWING-UP DAY yearly ! 


Se 


IT DIDN’T COME OFF. 
ScENE—Nailway Station, 


Cabman (ta whom fare has tendered tiro-shilling picce with 
request for sizpence change). Beg pardon, sir, ain't got a tanner, 
tir; ahem! cold night, sir. 

Fure. I'm, that's deuced rough, you know ; [ haven't got.a six- 
vence either. Here (jumping tn cab) you'd better drive about a 

it and make it square, 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


SHort Commons.—When the Lower House cannot form a 

uorum, 
. SoLomon’s Cure fora Sluzgish Liver : “Go to Charley's Aunt, 
thou sluggard!” 

ANAGRAM,— What morning paper, transposed, shows who ought 
to advertise init? Leader : dealer. ; 

THE confirmed drunkard when asked to eschew an “ intoxicant,” 
replies with the last two syllables of that word. 

VHAT the plain-ball billiard-player said when he lost the game : 

“ Spot the winner!” 
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THE BRIGANDS. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

THERE was no restriction placed upon iis processing: of Carolus 
Luigi Correggio by his comrades the brigands, and as things were 
dull in the 
special bus- 
iuess usually 
followed by 
them, he was 
free to walk 
abroad to sec 
exercise and 
amusement, 
He had been 
a brigand for 
three days, 
and he had to 
confess in his 
heart that he 
feared he had 
made a mis- 
take in join- 


Brig- 
andage at a 
d had 
looked a 
merry and 
pleasant life, 
and he'd often 
thought that 
it might be a 
money - mak- 
ing business 
but he would 
never have 
yielded tothe 
temptation to be dishonest had it not been for the taunt of coward- 
ice hurled at him by Constantia el Sorroto. As he walked sadly 
towards a point where he hoped to get a glimpse of his former 
humble home, and perhaps of the woman he loved, he could not 
belp wishing that he had the chance of living the last weck over 
again in the light of his present experience, 

He reached a rocky ledge whence he could have a view over a 
wide space, and his heart leaped lightly as he saw the gay clothing 
of the woman he loved. He knew it was Constantia though she 
was faraway. The place where she stood was a favourite spot, and 
there he and she had often met in happier days. To see her was to 
resolve to apeak to her, He would surprise her with his presence, 
he would watch the delight which would spread over her face when 
he threw himself at her feet suddenly. ‘To resolve was to act. 
Rapidly flinging himself from point to point, for he was nimble as 
@ mountain goat, he speedily reached a ledge only a few yards from 
the spot where his 
charmer lay. He was 
about to reveal himselt 
when he heard her speak 
to someone, 

“So, ho, signor, you are 
complimentary,” she said, 

“Can I otherwise, 
my charming lady ?” anid 
a voice, which the lis- 
tener, with hatred in his 
heart, recognised to be 
that of Bolero. “ You are 
lovely—I say xo. I love 
you—I say so; I want you 
to be mine—I say so. 


a” 


As he walked sadly towanis a point. 


De, by 

“ Certainly, it is quite 
plain ; but, then, it is so 
many words.” 

“It will be deeds if I 
but get you to consent to 
be my wife.” 

“T will not be a brig- 
and's wife.” 

* Nor shall vou. Say 
you will be mine, and [ 


will cease to be a 
brigand.” 

“You will cease to bea 
brigand /" 


“IT shall cense to be 4 
“Say you will be mine,” brigand. I am rich—L 
shall retire.” 

“And your band?” 

“My band? They shall go—poof!" And Bolero blew a breath 
ieee of his hand to show how easily they could be 

is of, 

* But they will come back.” : 

; ie Oh, no, they won't. Some will go to the galleys—some will go 
hang. 

“ And you?” 

“T will be rewarded.” 

“ You mean to——” 

“1 mean to give the Government an opportunity of clearing off 
a group of unnecessary persons,” 

“And you will be rich?” 

“L will have the whole store of wealth, and be able to afford to 
be virtuous.” 

“ Aud Carolus Correggio?" 

“ He joined us a couple 
of days ago.” 

“Will he go— poof — 
too?” 
“ Do you regret him?” 

“Not 1. the fact ix I 
encouraged him mainly 
to spite Julia Trisetti. 
She loves him, and is in- 
consolable use he has 
disappeared to be a 
brigand.” 

“He will never be a 
brigand. He is acting as 
valet to our only prisoner.” 

“A valet?” 

“Yes, shaves him; carries 
him his food.” 

* [low common.” 

“Extremely. Will sou 
marry ine, Constantia?” 

“When!” 

“T will have the money 
for our only prisoner in 
six weeks, and as svon as 
he leaves for England [ 
will have the Government 
reward for enabling the 
Government to arrest a 
band of miscreants who 
infest these hills. Say 
eight weeks from now.” 

“ Giuseppi, I am yours.” F 

The listener on the rocks above bit his lips hard to prevent him 
hurlinga malediction on the faithless woman, Slowly he stole away, 
and ere many minutes was speecing towards the brigand’s cave. 

(Zo be continued rect week.) 


Slowly he stole away. 
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THE “F.0.8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


Angelina, Isn't he a da-arling, Edwin? I wouldn't 
part with him for anything. 

Edwin, Naw—don't think you need worry on that 
score, nobody is likely to want bim, 


No, 401.—Mn, Bert FarRvow, F.OS. 


“Upon gazing at the above very excellent likeness of the 
individual we have this week honoured with a place in our 
gallery, the average readcr may fcel inclined to ask who the 
blazes Bert Farlow is, We.candidly confess that until his 
talents were brought under our notice, we ourselves had not 


\ 
ARGIMENT. 
Loafer, Zus: Well, wot I says is a stitch in time saves 


the Lert — Le = a person es itee But bidler sees 1 Saag you hekonf ni a favour. 

ully ashame our ignorance when our hero's q' cations Hagitator, Well, then, wot I says is it’s dashed unfair le. 

were pointed out to and prom atoned by conferring pyre? ‘ vs jostess. uch—er—nobody secms inclined ‘ould mind reciting somethin 
upon him the diploma for whom pope ee sigh in’ vain. It is tailorin’ industry.” 2 oe duoc = 
as an advance agent to touring companies that Bert's genius 
comes to the front, and it was for his wonderful capabilities in GIRLS SNOOK'S HAD ROWS WITH. TITILLATION. 


this direction that he was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper 
ji relent Merit’ presented to him April 15th, 1883.—Debrett 
mpro 


SLOPERIAN. 


The ‘Dook took this girl to the Empire 
and weut out during the show to “sce a 
man.” But the fair one spotted Snooky 
in the promenade, and came to the con- 


Ol Podger says the only really reliable way to produce 
Sloper potatves is to water them with Unsevetened, and then they 


“come up smiling "—expecially if you give your labourers a clusion that he’d made a mistake in the Wry. Don't call me a hungry cat; I'll not stand it! 
Hal/-Lotiday every week. sox. And there was a bally shindy Brute. Well, you resemble one anyhow, for ain't you 
[Observe the “ Larks" in the right top corner, when he came back, titty-waiting for your diuner ? 


PLEASE TO REMEMBER! 


(1) “Tsay, Billy, yer see old Mr. Dodderchump a-going 


along there? Well, he down our street (3) “Golly, ain't he a prime ‘un! Now th 
corning Vata taal a Sty Wie coo cod ohn fo (2) “Come along and let us buy the ma-te-ri-als.” Tock and bubs (ha Gone and teak out for old Dodder. 
out on his ‘ead, shall us?" “ Ya-as,” chump.” 


Cc (ae 


(4) “ Oh, crikey ! I’ve lighted the blessed thing an! 
now the dashed window won't open, What's become of 
the door key ? ‘Ere, let's get under the table.” 


(5) Next minute—unlimited bangs and bad lan- (6) “Jehoshaphat ! That was hot while it lasted, 
guage. wa-n't it, Tommy ?” 
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OPEN TO MISCONSTRUCTION. 
SCENE—An “ At Tome,” 


Mostess, Oh, Mr. Longwynd, I'm so glad I've found you ; I've been searching for you all over the place, 


(Saturday, November 2, 1895, 


THE AOVENT OF THE NEW SERVANT. 
Mrs, Jones is greatly shocked. Mr. Joncs says why not? 


CROWDED OUT. 
“Your three first wives’ names are on the tombstone, \r. 
Quickstep, but not the last onc’s—how's that?” “No row, 
Didn't you notice a P.T.O, at foot—continued on the other silt : 


DION'T REQUIRE HELP. 


Victim (feebly). Help, help! é ‘ 
Footpad. That's all Bank, guv'nor, don’t trouble about that, 
Jean '‘elp mesely i 


